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A Drifting Ember of Desire 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction and should be enjoyed as such. 


Note: For those unfamiliar with the band, | alternately refer to Geddy as \"Dirk\" and Alex as \"Lerxst\", their 


real-life nicknames for each another, throughout the story. 


He couldn't believe he was doing this. Technically, this was breaking and entering, but he knew his best friend 
wouldn't press charges. But he knew it was wrong, just the same. He didn't know what else to do at this point. 
Worse, he didn't know if he could just be friends with Alex any longer. It was almost like he wanted to be 
caught, to have it finally out in the open, his feelings finally known. He was almost certain to be rejected but it 
was better than pining away like this all the time, trying to ignore the constant craving. No, it would be better 
to just confront him and let the chips fall where they may. It would either all be over one way or the other, 
or he'd have to make a decision If Alex wasn't interested in him beyond friendship, if he told him they could 
never be, but he still wanted to be his friend, well.thats when he'd have to decide to stay and suffer or walk 


away. 


But he couldn't do it, couldn't say the words and couldn't bring himself to make a pass. But he could leave a 
note here at his bedside. He'd spent endless hours, days and weeks composing it. Now all he had to do was 
leave it here for Alex to find once he returned from vacation with his family. He shuddered with trepidation at 
what he was about to do. This would change things forever between them. He took a deep breath and placed 
the note carefully on his best loved friend's nightstand. Before he left he buried his face in Alex's pillow and 
prayed pointlessly to a god unknown. As he began to climb out the window, he turned back and committed one 
final transgression Opening his top dresser drawer, he took a pair of Alex's underwear and stuffed them down 


his pants. At least he'd have them wherever the gauntlet finally fell 


Later that night in his own bed, the lovestruck adolescent agonized over whether or not he should sneak back 
into Alex's room and retrieve the sheet of paper he'd left there. Alex would be home tomorrow, so he only 
had a short time to reverse this ludicrously deranged thing that he had done. He couldn't stop thinking about 
what he'd written and how Alex would react when he read it. He painstakingly recalled every word and imagined 


every possible scenerio until, exhausted with the anxiety of it all, he finally drifted off to sleep. 
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Alex knew something was amiss the minute he stepped into his bedroom, but he couldn't quite put his finger 
on it. Then he saw it, a paper folded in half on his nightstand that said "ALEX" on the front. He felt a slight 
breeze and noticed his window wasn't all the way shut. Someone had climbed into his window last night and left 
him a letter! He quickly locked the door and threw his duffle bag into his closet. He'd unpack it later. Right now 


he wanted to see what the note said. 


Kicking off his tennis shoes and slipping out of his jeans, he left his underwear and t-shirt on and slipped under 
the covers. He was freezing. Then he remembered the window and jumped up to secure it. Huddling and 
shivering under the blankets, he turned on his lamp and lifted the paper. He knew right away that it was from 
Geddy. He knew his handwriting as well as he thought he knew everything about his best friend. But as he read 
the contents of the letter he began to realize that he hadn't really known Geddy very well at all. He read it 
once, then twice, then a half dozen more times. By then he was wondering if he had ever really known himself 


either. 


Finally, filled with conflicting emotions, he sat the letter down and rubbed his eyes. It was an ultimatum, pure 
and simple. Yep, that's what it was. It pained his heart because he couldn't fathom accepting either option 
Geddy had said in the letter that he was in love with Alex, and although he treasured his friendship, he 
couldn't stand hanging out with him and not being able to touch him, to express that love. He wanted to know if 
Alex could ever feel the same way, if there was a snowball's chance in hell that they could ever be 


together..as lovers. He made it pretty clear that if the answer was no, he didn't want to see Alex anymore. It 


was too hard, his friend had pleaded in the note. He said it hurt too much to be so close to him and not be 
able to make love to him. He actually wrote it out that way, used the words "make love." Alex hadn't thought it 
possible for two guys to make love. He blushed to think of what acts that might entail. Throughout the note 
Geddy insisted that he wasn't gay, that he wasn't attracted to guys. He said he wasn't attracted to anyone 
except Alex, but if it could never be, he'd sever their relationship entirely and try to move on. He'd leave their 
fledgling rock band and form his own It needed to be a clean break, because his heart just couldn't take it 


anymore. 


Alex didn't know what he was going to do. He'd never thought of Geddy that way and he didn't think he could 
do sexual things with another guy, even with someone he cared about as much as Geddy. But he loved his 
best friend so much. The thought of not having him by his side anymore seemed more impossible than trying 
to be his lover. He needed to talk to somebody about this and there was only one person he trusted. 
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Geddy tossed and turned half the night, wracked with terrible dreams of losing Alex a million different ways. In 
one nightmare, Alex was drowning and no matter how fast Geddy tried to swim out to save him, he couldn't 
seem to get any closer to him. The next dreamscape had Alex trapped in a burning building as a chorus of 
screaming fire alarms rang out. The ringing was so loud, it was hurting his ears. Suddenly he sat up, drenched 
in sweat, immensely relieved that it had all been a terrible dream. But for some ungodly reason the damn fire 
alarms were still ringing. Then he realized it was the phone on his nightstand. He picked it up and grunted into 
the receiver. The voice on the other end jolted him into full alertness, like he'd downed an entire pot of coffee. 


It was Alex. 


At first he thought that maybe Alex hadn't read the letter yet, but then he said, "Dirk, we need to talk. But 


not over the phone. | need to see you. Can you meet me at Pancer's Deli?" 


An icy surge of anxiety-infused adrenaline rushed through Geddy's veins. He didn't know if he could even look 
Alex in the eye. What had he gone and done? But it was too late now, and the fact that he was even calling - 


and wanted to see him - was at least somewhat encouraging. "Yeah, okay. | can be there in about a half hour." 
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They sat in their usual booth and ordered coffee. "I don't even know where to begin," said Alex, nervously 


lighting a cigarette. 


Geddy was wracked with fear. Alex looked so upset. "Just tell me, one way or the other, Alex. I'll understand; 
I'm used to rejection" He bowed his head. He'd never felt so ashamed, so fundamentally flawed as a human 
being. He wished he could control himself. He wished he didn't want to sleep with his best friend so much that 
it gnawed on him like a cancer. But he knew he couldn't ignore it or make it go away; he'd spent seven long 
years trying and was resigned to his fate. If he couldn't have Alex, his heart and his body, he'd have to give 
him up entirely. 


Alex stubbed out his cigarette. "Look, Ged. You're my best friend. | like hanging around with you and playing 
music with you. We always promised we'd be in a band together and try to make a career of it. But now.. 
don't think it's fair, what you're asking of me. Basically, you are saying that if | don't have sex with you, that 
you don't ever want to see me again. And, I'm sorry Dirk, but | just don't think of you that way. l'm not. 
couldn't be with another guy..like that. It's disgusting." 


Geddy felt his face burn and his heart plummet. He looked around at all the normal people in the deli, 
boyfriends and girlfriends, husbands and wives, and just felt absolutely horrible about himself. Well, this is 
what he knew would probably happen. He thought he'd prepared himself for it, but he obviously hadn't. Alex 
made it sound so selfish and vulgar of him to ask such a thing, and maybe he was right. As a wave of self- 
loathing washed over him, he said the words. "| can't be your friend anymore then, Alex. l'm sorry, but you're 
probably better off. P.please don't tell the guys.just tell them we got in a fight or something. | just.t just can't 
do this anymore. Bye, Alex." 


Alex sat there for a long time chain-smoking, feeling numb. He couldn't believe this was happening. And he'd 


never felt more alone in his entire life. 
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Geddy hit the ground running as soon as he fled, full of heartache and humiliation, from the restaurant. He 
didn't have the slightest idea where he was running to, but he knew he didn't want to go home. And since he'd 
lost Alex for good now, he had nowhere else to go. His long hair trailed behind him like a comet's tail as he 
blazed into the nearby woods, tears stinging his eyes, his lungs burning. Punishing himself, he quickened his 
pace. Maybe it was possible to run yourself to death, he thought. Because right now he wanted nothing more 
in the world than to just die. 


His feet seemed to know where they were going of their own accord, though, and he soon found himself at the 
edge of the quarry. He and Alex had spent many summers here as boys, cooling their summer-scorched 


bodies by diving and splashing into its dark green waters. He bent in half, trying to catch his breath and 


staunch the flow of blood seeping endlessly from his broken heart. Why in the hell had he ended up here? The 
last place he wanted to be was somewhere that reminded him of Alex. And now he couldn't get the memory of 
his lost love-that-never-was, wet and dripping in his tight swim trunks, out of his head. It was worse than 
torture and for a few desperate minutes (and for the first time in his life), he seriously entertained suicidal 
thoughts, brainstorming ways he could end it all and weighing them to see which would hurt the least but still 
be the most effective. He dismissed the thoughts soon after they popped into his head. He could never do that 
to his mother. So he was stuck. He had to somehow go on living this shitty life he had wagered for himself. 


He stared into the fathomless depths of the quarry pool. Maybe he could make it look like an accident. But 
even as he stripped out of his clothes to seek his final resting place in its icy embrace, he knew he couldn't do 
that to his mother either. He would have to settle for trying to wash away his sins. He was going to swim in 
his underwear, but then he remembered he was wearing the pair he stole from Alex's bedroom. He'd decided 
to wear them to Pancer's for good luck, like a talisman So much for that, he thought sadly. Still, he didn't want 
to wash away Alex's smell from them, so he took them off and placed them reverently on top of his other 
clothes. As his body broke the plane of the water, a line from one of his favorite poems by TS. Eliot came to 
him unbidden. / should have been a pair of ragged claws scutting across the floors of silent seas 
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The next few weeks were beyond painful for Alex. He went through the motions of his days feeling like a 
zombie. He didn't even feel like playing his guitar. The guys couldn't believe it when he first showed up for 
practice without his ever-present shadow, and they were even more disbelieving when he told them the lie 
that they'd had a falling out. At night he tossed and turned with strange nightmares. Toronto was in the 
throes of a resplendent Indian Summer, the air summer-warm while the leaves burst into a kaleidescope of 
deep magenta, pumpkin orange, and citrus yellow. But all the guitarist perceived were shades of grey. Food 
didn't even taste good, and he'd always loved food. Worse still, his characteristically outgoing and humorous 
nature had fled replaced by a somber quiet. His mother noticed that the symptoms she was seeing in her son 
coincided with the sudden absence of Geddy at his side and consulted with the bassist's mother to find out 
what was amiss between the constant companions. Geddy's mother was also at a loss and commiserated with 
her friend. They both tried talking to their sons to find out why they were no longer friends, but neither 
would say anything except that they didn't feel like hanging out with the other anymore. 


It was another long night and Alex couldn't sleep, didn't want to lest he spiral into some disturbing dreamscape. 
If Geddy hadn't demanded that they become lovers, he'd still have his best friend to laugh with (and his band 
would still have a talented bassist and singer, though that was the least of his worries right now). He was 
tired of the constant depression. He should be mad as hell. He was mad as hell! He was mad because he felt like 
a piece of him was missing. He was mad because his best friend in the whole world, who'd he'd always gone to 
bat for, had turned his back and slammed the door right on him! But what pissed him off more than anything 
was the thoughts his perverted ex-friend had put into his head. He had worn out the letter from reading it 


and didn't need to read it anymore; he had it memorized. He said he wanted to touch Alex, to make love to him 
for god's sake, like he was some kind of girl. How dare Geddy demand that the guitarist become a homosexual 
How dare he hold their friendship hostage like this, demanding such an unreasonable ransom. But all of that 
just scratched at the surface of his anger. His nightmares, usually just goofy and bizarre, had turned strange 
and disturbing. The singer had planted a seed with his penned confession He'd built up a bonfire of words and 
an ember had drifted deep into Alex's heart, sparking another fire there. He gave himself to Geddy in a 
thousand different ways every night in his dreams. And in the daytime, he waged a silent but bitter war inside 
his head. Could he do it? Could he do something? Geddy's note had indicated he'd be willing to settle for 
whatever physical affection Alex could bring himself to allow, as long as he could love him with his whole 
heart, and be true to him. Hell. His best friend - his best guy friend - was practically asking for his hand in 
marriage! But the alternative was worse than a divorce. It was an amputation. Would it be worth it to grit his 


teeth and allow some contact, if only to keep his friend by his side? And would that contact be so awful? 
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Geddy was actually doing a bit better than his counterpart. The first week was the worst, the days grim and 
empty, the long nights spent reliving the moment Alex had rejected him with those words {ts disgusting’ echoing 
painfully in his head. Maybe it was because he'd made every effort to innoculate himself from what he knew 
was the most likely outcome of his gamble, or maybe it was just an inner strength he didn't even know he 
possessed, but he resolved to quit moping and just get on with his life. He may be a sick little faggot, but he 
wasn't a pussy. After all, he'd suffered the terrible loss of his father at a very young age and though he 
suffered greatly, he'd survived; so perhaps he could survive this too. So he did what he always did to cope - 
he kept busy. First item of business was to form another band. His music was his joy and a great outlet for 
his stress and frustrations. Plus it was the surefire way to lose himself, and boy did he ever want to lose 
himself. He had to have his music, so he put up flyers and began auditioning players in his basement. By the 
end of the second week he'd formed Ogilvie and they had their first gig scheduled for the following weekend at 
the Coff-In. Every time that the thought of Alex entered his mind (and it entered his mind almost constantly), 
he tried to distract himself with some project. He only cried late at night, when he was too exhausted to 
organize his record collection or noodle on his bass. Those times he clutched Alex's underwear and sobbed 
himself to sleep. 
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Alex was zoning out at the time and almost missed it. They'd just finished practicing in Lindy's garage and the 
guitarist thought they sounded terrible. Lindy's voice was bad enough, but he couldn't even remember the 
lyrics! How he missed Geddy's sweet, silver-threaded voice. Sure, most people couldn't stand it, especially adults 
who thought his powerful wailing was nothing but a screetchy, shrieking mess. But Alex loved his friend's voice, 


and he was such a talented musician, able to play the piano like a virtuoso, and equally good at guitar and bass. 


He'd actually switched to bass at Alex's prodding. He'd always followed the guitarist with a mixture of hero 

worship and adoration. Now his constant shadow was gone and he felt like a ship without an anchor. But then 
Lindy said something that snapped him out of his morose thoughts. He said that he couldn't get them a gig a 
at the Coff-In this weekend, their almost permanent stage, because they'd already booked Geddy's new band. 


"W..waitl" he sputtered. "Say that again?" 


"Your old pal Geddy has him a brand new band. They're called Ogilvie, which is about the most awful name for 
a band that I've ever heard. Word is, it's some guy's last name, supposedly a really good lead guitarist, and he 
wouldn't join the band unless Geddy named it after him. | also heard he looks an awful lot like you, Alex." 


‘Ive gotta go," the troubled musician said abruptly and grabbed his guitar. He fled the garage with Lindy still 
calling after him to come back and figure out where they were going to play their next gig. Alex didn't care if 
he ever played another gig. And he knew that he'd be there to see Geddy's band - and this supposedly hot- 
shit new fucking guitarist he'd adopted. Maybe he was already trying to put the moves on hm 


But the show wasn't until this weekend and the last thing he wanted to do was go home. And since he'd lost 
the one person he cared most about in the world, there was nowhere else to go - nowhere he wanted to be 
anyway. He started to run, feeling angry and wounded, staring at the ground, hypnotized by the steady pattern 
of his sneakers hitting the earth and listening to the dead-skin crunch of early autumn-toasted leaves. 


So lost was he in his anguish and dispair, that when he finally raised his head up, he had to rub his eyes in 
disbelief. He found himself at the edge of the quarry pool where he'd spent so many happy summers with 
Geddy. He had no recollection of navigating himself here; his feet must have been on auto-pilot. It was the last 
place he should be. The last thing he needed was to be reminded of his terrible loss, as if the gaping hole in his 
heart wasn't evidence enough. Gasping for breath and berating himself for thinking he could run like some jock 
with tobacco-infused lungs, he collapsed against the thick trunk of an oak tree and lit up another poison-stick 
Maybe he could smoke himself to death, he thought dejectedly but not seriously, because right now all he 


wanted to do was to die. 


He was halfway through his smoke when he heard a rustling noise. He quickly dove behind a thicket of pines 
and stubbed out his cigarette. Someone else was invading his quiet haven. He should just get the fuck out of 
here, he thought, but then he froze. It was Dirk. And it looked like he was contemplating an evening swim. 
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This was becoming an evening ritual for Geddy. He could never fall asleep anymore at night unless he 
exhausted himself, and the dead space between afternoon band practice and bedtime was almost unbearably 
depressing for him. It had been play time for him and Alex after a day of working - Geddy in his mother's 
variety store and Alex at the gas station or with his father on a plumbing job - and then preparing for their 
next gig. It was the time the two friends unwound together, sharing their hopes and dreams along with the 
occasional joint, laughing until their sides hurt, or debating some random topic as earnestly as if it mattered. 
Most nights they slept at whoever's bedroom they happened to end up in that night. That was always such a 
bittersweet torture for the singer, lying awake half the night, hard and aching for Alex. He'd hoped to end his 
pain for once and all by giving him up, but now he just felt entombed, buried alive in this dead space. The cold 
water of the quarry pond numbed his body and the exertion of running here and swimming endless laps helped 
him numb his emotions and hopefully get some sleep that night. 
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Alex's heart soared at the sight of the friend he missed so much. He should just go to him and talk this thing 
out. But then he remembered that he had a new band now, and a new friend, and got angry. Maybe he should 
just go kick his ass. But the thought of using his fists on someone he'd always loved and protected made his 
stomach sick. He should just leave before Geddy spotted him. But then his estranged best buddy started to 
undress and Alex suddenly couldn't move his legs; it was as if they'd become mired in quicksand. When Geddy 
lifted his shirt over his head, his long hair fanned out and drifted back down to blanket his back and shoulders. 
The soft, dark tresses reached the middle of his back now. Alex could only see his face in profile from the 
angle he was at, but he thought he saw tears rolling down his lost friend's cheek. Before he could puzzle out 
how someone with a brand new band and a brand new friend could be upset, the bassist kicked off his shoes 
and undid his pants. Now he really should go. He didn't want to see this. But his feet had taken root and he was 
powerless to move them. He stood perfectly still and tried not to breathe too loud as Geddy pushed both his 
jeans and his underwear down at once past his slender hips. He couldn't tear his eyes away from the sight of 
Geddy's glistening skin and gently muscled physique, but when he stripped out of his pants his mouth dropped 
open. He wasn't even erect but he was so hig He'd caught glances before, when they were younger, but he 
hadn't ever scrutinized him like he was doing now. Unlike himself, Ged was circumcised and he couldn't help but 
stare at the smooth, mushroom head and wonder what it would feel like to run his fingertip over its velvety 
surface. Not that he wanted to, of course, he reminded himself forcefully. Then his oblivious subject turned 
slightly and gave him a view of his perfectly shaped ass before he lunged toward the water and dove in. As he 
swam away from the quarry edge, the guitarist realized with horror that he was as stiff as a board between 
his legs. He shouldn't be having this reaction.this erection Not from looking at a guy without his clothes on. He 
wasn't.. A wave of shame swept over him, even as his heart twisted painfully in his chest. Humiliated and 


afraid of what it could mean, he sprinted away from the scene that had almost undone him. 


Later, he sat in his room and smoked, questioning everything about himself. He couldn't help it, he told himself. 
Geddy was beautiful; anyone could see it if they really looked. It didnt mean he wanted.what Geddy wanted. 


That just couldn't be him, he couldn't do those things! The phone rang while he raged within himself. It was one 
of his bandmates, drummer John Rutsey who lived across the street from him. He wanted to know if Alex 
would go on a double-date with him to see Geddy's new band the next night. The girl he wanted to take said he 
had to find her friend a date too, and John knew Alex would be sure to go anyway. 


Thats exactly what | need, the troubled guitarist decided. / need to get laid With a chick, he added emphatically. 
That's all it was, why he got so excited looking at Geddy that afternoon. He just needed to get his rocks off. 
After all, it had been a long stretch since he'd gotten any action. He was just horny, that's all. He told John 
that he would go. 


That night he dreamed that he was at the quarry pond once again, only it was night time, the black sky 
adorned with swirling galaxies, the moon blood-red and swollen. Dirk was there, nude and shining, his alabaster 
skin aglow with moonbeams and star glitter. Alex went to him, naked and helpless to resist the force of the 
relentless gravitational pull of him, and took him into his arms. His lunar-conjured lover was hard and pulsing 
against him, making his heart race and blood pound in his ears. His Dirk-vision didn't say a word; he simply 
pushed Alex down to his knees and thrust his cock past his lips and halfway down his throat. Almost gagging at 
first, he quickly recovered and relaxed his throat in preparation for the next assault. His dream lover's hips 
rocked back and forth and Alex moaned to feel him there, so sweet-tasting and throbbing, a steely blade under 
velvet skin. He sucked it hard as it slid in and out of his mouth in a steady rhythm. Finally, his lover drew 
himself out, trailing a sticky string from the tip of his cock to Alex's bruised-bright lips. And then he was 
pushed roughly down into the earth and bent over, his fingernails clawing at the damp soil beneath dewy blades 
of grass. With the piney smell of the woods in his nostrils, he felt the head, like a thick wet tongue, begin to 
push its way inside of him. He struggled; he didn't want this! But his dream-creature held him down and with 
one violent thrust, penetrated him deep. He cried out and sat up in bed. He was drenched with sweat, dripping 
from his forehead and into his eyes, stinging them. His hair was wet and plastered to his scalp and his pants 
were soaked. At first he thought he'd peed the bed, but it was worse than that. He'd had an orgasm - a wet 
dream. Horrified and ashamed, he huddled, shaking under the hot spray of the shower and just cried. 
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Its about time you got out and did something fun, Alex. Ever since you and Geddy got in that fight or 
whatever, you've haven't been your old self" John passed the joint back to his friend and took a swig off the 
silver flask he was holding. "It really blows that we don't have him in our band anymore you know. He's damn 


talented and | hear his new band is really tight. What happened between you two anyway?" 


Alex colored, feeling guilty, like his friend could see the thoughts he'd been having lately. And John was right, 
he lamented. It wasn't fair that because of him they'd lost their lead singer and bassist. But what was he 
supposed to do? Maybe he should have been the one to leave the band. "I don't want to talk about it. So who's 


this girl you're setting me up with? She better be good looking. And she better put out" 


"Let's go find out. We're supposed to pick them up in ten minutes." 


The girl turned out to be pretty enough, with long dark hair, green eyes and a slim figure. She didn't seem 
very intelligent but she was nice enough, he supposed. She took Alex's arm when they got to the Coff-In and 
batted her eyelashes at him. The place was packed and smoky, with dozens of kids milling about. It was 
sometimes hard to pick out the girls from the guys. They all had long hair. Alex didn't want to stand too close 
to the stage; he wasn't sure if he wanted Geddy to see him or not. But John wanted to check out the 


drummer up close so he reluctantly followed with his blind date clinging to his arm. 
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When the band came out on the stage, Geddy saw Alex immediately and his heart sped up. He had hoped his 
former friend would care enough to come see him play, even if he did kind of steal his old band's gig. Maybe 
he felt more about him than he thought. Maybe he was considering the possibilities. But then he saw that Alex 
had a date, a pretty girl and his fantasy world collapsed in on itself. He'd never had any chance at all. What 
was he thinking? Who was he kidding? But he supposed sadly that it was better this way. Now he wouldn't 
have to put on a phony smile and pretend not to care that his best friend was just a normal, red-blooded 


Canadian boy instead of who he wanted him to be..and who he wanted him to belong to. 


He shook himself out of his painful ruminations. He was supposed to be tuning his bass and getting ready for 
the first song. He focused on a section of the crowd far away from where Alex stood and was now making out 
with the girl. Anger burned and churned inside his gut. He didn't need his nose rubbed in it, but that's what 
Alex seemed to be doing. He'd concentrate on the music and refuse to glance anywhere in his direction, he 
vowed, steeling himself to get through the set. He stepped up to the mic to introduce the band and the first 
song, but Judd Ogilvie, his new lead guitarist, (the one who'd insisted on the band being named after him) beat 
him to the punch. 


"How ya doin’ out there tonight? I'm Judd Ogilvie and this is my band Ogilvie! Our first song tonight will be 
Summertime Blues!” Without introducing anybody else in Geddy's band (which apparently wasn't Geddy’s band 
after all), he ripped into the opening chords while the rest of the band scrambled to catch up with him. Then 
Geddy focused all his energies and tried to lose himself in the music and ignore the twisting knife blade lodged 
deep within his heart. 
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Alex couldn't take his eyes off Geddy at first. He was wearing white bellbottoms and a tiny, silk shirt left 
unbuttoned in the front, exposing his chest and abdomen. He didn't have much in the way of chest hair but he 
did have hair down lower, in an enticing dark line that bisected his abdomen then disappeared beneath the 
waistband of his pants. He couldn't believe he'd dreamed the slight and graceful young man before him into 
such a frighteningly dominating creature in his sleep last night. His long hair partially obscured his face, but 
Alex knew it well. It was the same angular shape graced with exotic Jewish features he'd known and loved since 
they were kids. Except his eyes were different. The spark of joyful mischief that once danced within the 
green-and-gold was gone now. His eyes, while still beautiful, had grown sadder and wiser. Those eyes met Alex's 
for just the briefest second and he felt himself begin to harden between his legs. Angry at his body for 
betraying him once again, and blaming the man on the stage for the seduction, he grabbed his date and kissed 
her. The fact that she let him and kissed him back so enthusiastically when they barely knew each other 
boded well for the success of his plans for later that night. He was just excited to get a piece, that was all. 
Geddy didn't turn him on in the slightest. He could have any girl he wanted, why would he want Geddy? 


Then Geddy's new lead guitarist stepped up to the mic and introduced the band. He had long blonde hair, but 
aside from that Alex didn't think he looked anything like the guy. And apparently this jackass thought it was his 
band, and Dirk just stood silent and let him tell everyone that it was! The protective instinct he'd always had 
for his childhood friend must still be alive in him because he was pissed to see this guy walk all over Geddy 
like that. When Dirk began to sing, he tried not to get lost in his silver-gilded voice. He tried not to even look at 
him. Which left him watching the Ogilvie guy. He really thought he was something. He was a competent but 
average player, but he certainly didn't seem to think so. The way he strutted around, he must have thought 
he was the second coming of Jimmy Page. Not surprising since the guy was conceited enough to insist the 
band be named after him. When the jamming part came, Geddy came over to his side of the stage. Old habits 
die hard and Alex could tell he was expecting to rock out with him side by side, like the two of them used to 
do. But the preening prick moved in front of him, totally blocking him from the crowd and grandstanded his 
solo. What a complete jerk! Still his old friend just backed into the shadows and let the dude steal the show. 
Even John noticed, elbowing Alex and shouting above the music, "Check that guy out! What a pompous ass!" 


They sounded great though, much better than the remnants of Hadrian, Alex's band and Geddy's former 
musical home. Maybe he should leave the band so John could ask Geddy to rejoin. But then what would he do? 
He ground his teeth, simmering with acrimony. This was all Dirk's damn fault. Why did he have to go and ruin 
everything? All of a sudden, he couldn't stand to be here anymore. Turning to the girl (whose name he'd 
already forgotten) he shouted, "Wanna get out of here for a little while?" 


eR 


They were in the backseat of John's car out in the parking lot, Alex and the girl who he cared nothing about 


and whose name he'd already forgotten. But she was shapely and eager and the conflicted young musician was 
determined to prove to himself that he couldn't ever be what Geddy wanted him to be. But as he looked down 
on her with her long brown hair and green eyes, he realized that if he squinted his eyes and used his 
imagination, he could pretend she was Geddy. After all, that would be the truer test. Sure he could please a 
girl; he'd done it several times before. But could he be with Geddy like that? What would he do to make love to 
him? Just thinking about it had him hard and when the girl drew him out she gave a coo of pleasure, taking 
credit where none was due. If it was Dirk, his long bassist fingers would curl around him and know just what to 
do, how to touch a guy. After all, a girl just borrowed the equipment, a man owned it and had put in long 
hours exploring and learning the manipulations that were most pleasing, the specific motions that would bring 
himself (or another man) to a quick and explosive orgasm. Especially, Dirk He was sure of it. He was so sexy 
and self-confident and had such talented musician fingers; he imagined that the gentle singer would know the 


very best way to stroke it, where to squeeze it in the most sensitive places. 


He closed his eyes now and imagined he was in Geddy's hand, but the girl was pretty inept at giving a hand job 
and he couldn't sustain the illusion He opened his eyes just the slightest bit, letting his vision blur, and 
envisioned it was Dirk beneath him, wanting him so much. He brushed his soft hair aside and kissed along that 
neck that he could no longer deny had always turned him on, trying to ignore the cloying smell of flowery 
perfume; instead he thought of the way Dirk smelled, a spicy, heady mixture of cinnamon and vanilla. If he was 
making love to Geddy right now, he'd kiss his way down to that soft patch of pubic hair at the border of his 
tiny waistline and dip his fingers below to touch the naked mushroom head he hadn't quite been able to get out 
of his mind since last night's wet-dream-mare. Then he'd bring his glistening fingers to his lips for a taste. 


Even with the girl's clumsy movements, he was close to climax just thinking about pleasuring..a man. 


Wait a minute! What was he doing? What was thinking? He shouldn't be doing this! He didn't want.whats-her- 
name beneath him. He wanted his best friend He wanted another man, and the realization of it terrified him 

like nothing he'd encountered before in his almost two decades of life. He had to get out of the car, and off 

the girl he was using so disgracefully. 


"Hey," he gasped, filled with humiliation. "l.l gotta go. |have to go. l'm sorry." 


The girl looked bewildered, but he thought she also looked kind of relieved And she was really sweet about it, 
mumbling that it was okay. That they could go back and finish watching the band. He zipped himself back up, 
deflated and soft now, while she rearranged her clothes and checked her makeup and hair in the rearview 
mirror. As he helped her out of the car, she surprised him by telling him that she would really like to see him 


again. He was about to reply when he ran smack into Geddy. 
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The band was on break and the bassist had been having a smoke in the parking lot when Alex had nearly run 
into him, holding the girl's hand that he'd been making out with in the audience. They both looked a bit 
disheveled and even though math wasn't Geddy's best subject, he quickly put two and two together. He tried 
and failed to keep the hurt from showing on his face and his former friend looked momentarily stricken. Asking 


the girl to meet him back in the Coff-In, he turned to Geddy and (at least in the singer's mind) he lied. 


"Its not like that, Dirk It.it was a mistake." 
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Before he could do a better job of explaining and before he could even try to share the contents of his aching 
heart with the boyhood friend who he was suddenly quite certain that he was in love with, the gentle friend 
who seemed to always wear his heart on his sleeve, turned to stone. "Forget about it, Alex. I've given you up. | 


don't want you - and | don't need you - anymore." 


And with those words, the friend who had crept in and stolen his heart, turned his back on Alex and went 
inside to finish the set with his brand new band and his brand new friends. 
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He felt like a heel for abandoning his date and he was sure that John would be angry with him, but he just 
couldn't bring himself to go back in there, not after the way Dirk looked at him, as if he'd totally written him 
off. For a minute he thought he saw a flash of pain in those verdant eyes and he wanted to fly into his arms 
and tell him the girl meant nothing to him. He wanted to tell him that all he wanted, all he could think about 
was being with him. But he was so cold, so distant. Maybe he really was over him. Maybe he didn't love him 
anymore. So where did that leave the guitarist? Alone and aching, that's where. And angry. But this time he 


was just angry with himself. 


Feeling empty and discarded he started to walk, not caring where he ended up. He re-read Dirk's letter in his 
mind, every sweet word. His friend loved him - used to love him, he thought glumly - and all he wanted to do 
was be able to show a little affection Would it have been so terrible to at least try? Instead he'd told his 
friend that the very thought disgusted him. It had shocked him at first to consider it, but was it really so 
different than expressing physical love with a member of the opposite sex? He shivered, recalling the 
nightmare he'd had. It was simultaneously terrifying and arousing. But he knew in his heart that Dirk was a 
gentle creature and that he'd never force himself on Alex that way, even though at this point he couldn't say 


that he would mind. And he said he would be willing to accept any affection at all, any physical contact that 
Alex could be comfortable with. He hadn't asked for very much when all was said and done. All he wanted was 


for Alex to love him and no other. And that was the easy part because he already did. 


But he'd gone and fucked it all up and now Geddy was through with him. He couldn't help but wonder if it was 
all too late now. If he went to him now and said he was willing to try..something, would Geddy give him another 
chance? He snapped out of his musings to find that he had wandered into the landscape of the dream he'd had 
last night. He was at the quarry and the full moon shown its luminescence across the surface of the water, 
gilding it silver and casting strange shadows against the darkness. At first he was frightened and just wanted 
to get out of there, but then he wished his dream-lover would just appear and take him. He would surrender 
willingly. Exhausted with all the events and emotions of the evening, he curled up under a tree and covered 


himself with his jacket. When his dream-lover finally did appear, he was fast asleep. 


eR 


Walking back inside to finish the gig, the singer wanted to kick his own ass. He hadn't meant to sound so..mean 
He hadn't wanted to even say what he said. It was a lie anyway, but he just blurted it out as a ward to keep 
his broken heart at bay. It wasn't Alex's fault he was normal, and it wasn't his fault that Geddy wasn't. The 
finality of what he had done weighed on his shoulders like an albatross. But he was a professional, a 
consummate performer, and the show must somehow go on. But then Judd tapped him on the shoulder. "Hey, 
I'm gonna sing for this next set. Give you a break" Geddy was actually relieved to disappear into the shadows 
at the back of the stage. After the show, his new lead guitarist, who had pretty much stolen his band out 
from under him, announced that they'd be changing the band's name from Ogilvie to Judd. He'd had enough. 
He'd get through tonight somehow, and then tomorrow he'd go to Alex and apologize and beg for another 
chance to just be his friend. 


He'd never come to the quarry pond this late at night and the darkness pressed in on him like a slow 
suffocation The brightness of the moon was the only thing that kept him from tripping over the shape under 
the tree. Long blonde hair partially obscured the person's face, but he still recognized Alex right away. What 
was he doing here? He wanted to wake him, but he looked so peaceful - like he was finally getting a good 
night's sleep. And Geddy was exhausted from playing all night. Careful not to disturb his slumber, he curled up 
next to his friend and covered them both with his jacket. He knew he'd have no trouble sleeping with Lerxst by 
his side. 
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When Alex woke up just before dawn, he realized that for the first time in a long while he hadn't had a 
nightmare or a single bizarre dream - at least that he could remember. But then he realized he was being 
held and he could hear his best-loved friend's steady breathing beside him. So now he was having a dream! 
Then Geddy stirred and snuggled closer. 


"Ali?" he whispered, somewhat fearfully. 


Alex sat up and turned toward him, unsure still if it was dream or reality. "Wh.what are you doing here?" 


Misreading his reaction, Geddy quickly sat up and put on his jacket. "I was gonna ask you the same thing last 
night, but | didn't want to wake you up. llm sorry | slept here..with you. It's just that | wanted to talk to you. | 
wanted to tell you something. And | was too tired to walk back home." And / missed you. 


Alex decided this whole crazy scene was really happening and he hoped it meant that Geddy still wanted him. 
He hoped it wasn't too late. He practically held his breath waiting to hear what Geddy had to say to him. 


The singer tried to read his friend's face, since he wasn't offering any reply. He was probably trying to decide 
whether or not to kick his ass. It suddenly occurred to him that taking the liberty of sleeping with Alex 
probably wasn't the best way to convince him that he was willing to give up his romantic pursuits and just be 
friends. "Alex," he began in a small voice. "I want to apologize to you for this..whole stupid thing. | was..| must 
have just been going through a phase or something. It was wrong of me to ask such a thing..wrong of me to 
even think it. | know | don't deserve it, but if you could find it in your heart to forgive me, I'd like to still be 
your friend. Just your friend. | promise | don't have any of those..feelings about you anymore." The lie 
lacerated his throat like he'd swallowed a razor blade, but he was willing to say it if it meant he didn't have to 
lose all of Alex. He'd try to make his words be true one day; until then he'd do his best to hide his pain and 
try to tell himself he was living. 


Alex's heart was in free-fall as his brain tried to comprehend what Geddy was trying to tell him. So that was 
it, then. Geddy didn't want him as a lover anymore. Even worse, he regretted that he ever had. It was all a 
stupid mistake, a horrible case of misdirected hormones..a "phase." He must have looked as crushed as he felt 


because Geddy quickly added, "I'll understand if you.if you can't be my friend anymore." 


Alex took a deep breath and just let the truth fly. "That's good, Dirk. Because | can't be your friend anymore. | 


want more than that." 


"You..what?" 


| can't just be your friend anymore, Dirk. | want to be your friend and your lover." Just saying it out loud 
made the guitarist burn. "All I've been able to think about since you left that note in my room is being with 
you. I'm not going to lie; it scares me to death. And | don't know how much | can do. But I'm willing to try - | 
want to try. | have no problem with loving you, Dirk. | always have. And | don't want to be with anyone else. 
That girl.nothing really happened. | mean, | tried to pretend she was you, but | just couldn't go through with it. 
And | didn't mean to hurt you by showing up with her to see your gig. | know that's probably what it looked 
like, but | was just trying to make myself feel better. John hooked me up with her. | was going to come see 
you play anyway." He was babbling now and Geddy's poker face wasn't giving him any clues. He couldn't tell if 
his friend was just in shock or if he was still angry with him. "Dirk, please say you'll give me another chance. 


Please say you still have feelings for me." 


When Geddy finally spoke, his voice cracked with emotion and he felt his eyes flood with tears. "Oh, Alli. |.don't 
even know what to say. Of course | still want you! l'm sorry | lied | thought | was telling you what you wanted 
to hear. If you're sure, | promise | won't do anything you don't ask me to. Ever. If you'd just let me kiss 


you..and maybe touch you..you wouldn't even have to touch me back. l.l just love you so much" 


Alex shivered as an intense wave of desire swept through his body. He had a raging erection and it had nothing 
whatsoever to do with the fact that it was morning. Heat flared through every nerve ending with the thought 
of Dirk touching him. And he had every intention of touching him back. Struggling to find his voice, he 
stammered, "| would like that. mean, | would be fine with you kissing me and touching..each other. C.can we 
just try that much for now?" He trembled to say the words and at the sweet anticipation that smoldered like 


an ember deep inside him. 


Geddy answered by joining their mouths together in a softly tentative but deep kiss, his hand cupping the back 
of his love's golden head. Perhaps it was the unexpectedness of it, but the kiss elicited a very audible moan 
from Alex. As quickly as he had kissed him, he released him and leaned back. "Was..was that okay?" he asked 
tenderly. 


Alex sighed, cornflower eyes narrowed in bliss. "That was way better than okay," he managed to pant. 


The bassist's eyes drifted down to the furiously straining mound of Alex's need and silently rejoiced that he 
had got to him enough to make him swell so large in his jeans that the singer could see every detail - every 
bulging vein as well as the outline of his bulbous head and overripe balls pressed hard against the soft, faded 
denim. When his friend blushed crimson to see him staring, he quickly averted his eyes. "I'm sorry, Alex," he 
pleaded, hoping he hadn't screwed everything up before it had even begun. 


"You shouldn't be, Ged. You don't have to ask permission to look at me. Besides, | have a confession to make. | 
was here a few nights ago, when you came for a swim. | didn't know you'd be coming here. Hell, | didn't know /d 
be coming here until | was already here. | should have left.or at least acknowledged my presence. Maybe we 
could have talked things out then Instead | hid and watched you undress. And..you were so beautiful. | got so 
hard..." 


Dirk couldn't believe that all of his wildest dreams were coming true, right beside the quarry pond where he'd 
shed so many tears. He leaned forward, almost imperceptively, then stopped himself. "Can |..would it be alright 
if | kissed you again?" 


This time Alex kissed him. This was no innocent friend kiss. Alex snaked his tongue into Geddy's mouth and 
worked it in and out, tracing the egdes of his teeth and licking the roof of his mouth until the singer was 
stone-hard and wet. He was wound up so tight, so overwhelmed with need, and terrified that if Alex decided to 
opt out now, the pain would be unbearable, would break everything in him. But his friend seemed to have his 
mind made up as he helped him out of his jacket and allowed him to gently lower him to the ground. 


Geddy looked down on the young man he was completly smitten with and wondered if he was dreaming. If he 
was, he decided he never wanted to wake up. He swept his fingers through his silky, citrus-yellow hair and 
Alex actually shivered beneath him. "Are you okay, Ali?" he asked softly. His friend looked both excited and 
terrified and Geddy suddenly felt like a predator. The last thing he wanted to do was frighten Alex or coerce 
him into something he was unsure about. "Are you sure this is okay? | promise to still be your friend if you 


say no." 


Alex's heart was beating a staccato rhythm in his chest and he gulped shallow, panting breaths to take in air. 
"l'm sure that I'm in love with you, Dirk. And. want you." His voice was husky with desire but shaky with fear. 
Just admitting his desire sent heat flashing in and out of his body. Geddy still looked unsure so Alex pulled him 
down to kiss him again until he relaxed against his lips. "It's okay, Dirk I'm just nervous is all," Alex assured 
him. "I've missed you so much. And | haven't been able to think about anything else but the two of 
us..together, like this." 


Mouths joined once again, Geddy moved his hand to touch Alex through his shirt. He could feel his heart 
pounding against his fingertips and pulse in his neck when he kissed him there. Drawing back to check on him, 
he saw that need had turned his eyes a dark midnight-blue. Emboldened that he was turning Alex on, he trailed 
his fingers lower and felt, through the soft cotton of his shirt, the tight muscles there contract even tighter. 
He captured his mouth once again and moved his hand lower, resting it on his bulging crotch. He left it there 
without moving it, making sure his friend had no objection. 


Alex was so hard and so wet. He wanted to arch up into that hand and beg Geddy to free him from the 
confines of his jeans, but he was paralyzed - frozen with overwhelming feelings of passion and need. When 
Geddy began to lightly trace his length through the denim with his fingers, like he was plucking thick bass 
strings, the guitarist couldn't stop himself from moaning right into Geddy's mouth. "T.t.take it out, Dirk. Touch 
it. Please," he begged. 


Geddy lost no time in answering his lover's plea. He drew him out, slippery and swollen, gasping at the feel of 
him. His own need was forgotten as he focused on his beloved. "Can |.will you let me give you an orgasm? Just 


with my hands?" 


Alex pulsed at his words and he nodded frantically. "Please, Dirk Please get me off” His eyes were wild now, 
only a hint of a blue ring around large, charcoal-black pupils. He didn't care what Geddy used to make him 
come at this point. He had never been so hot and so desperate for release in his life as he was right now. His 
hips rocked up and down as Geddy stroked him, thrusting into his hand on the downward strokes. He was so 
right about Dirk, he knew just how to make him feel so good, how to hold back the foreskin with one hand and 
pump his shaft with the other. And he did it nice and slow, almost maddeningly slow, building up his desire 
from an ember to a raging inferno, watching his face contort in ecstacy with loving, cat-shaped eyes. He 


wanted to scream for him to go faster, squeeze him harder, but it didn't want it to be over too soon 


Geddy watched him, loving that he was bringing him such exquisite pleasure. He didn't mean to tease, but it 
felt so good to finally touch him. Don’t worry, sexy. get you there, he promised with his eyes, moving faster, 
then slower, then pausing to rub a calloused thumb across the weeping head. Alex whimpered and trembled and 
Geddy couldn't make him wait any longer. Still fully clothed himself, he straddled his body on his knees and 
stroked him harder and faster at once. And when Alex began to cry out, he pulled his own shirt up and leaned 
low over him, letting him come all over his chest and stomach. The feel of the molten droplets on his skin set 
him off, untouched, in his pants and Alex watched, dazed, as he throbbed and pulsed against faded derim that 
grew darker as he spilled inside of them. He couldn't help himself, even in his sated, weakened state. He slipped 
his fingers under the singer's waistband and brought the glistening digits to his lips for a taste. 


Watching Alex lick his own come off his fingers made the singer pulse twice more and sob as he spurted with 
each pulse, adding to the considerable load already soaking through his underwear and jeans. He lifted his shirt 
off and swirled a finger in his belly button, collecting some of Alex's spunk, and then dipped it in his mouth and 
sucked on it, watching Alex's cock twitch and leak at the intoxicating sight. But then he checked again, asking 

Alex if he was okay. Alex merely nodded, practically speechless in the wake of such a powerful climax. Clearing 


his throat, raw with screaming out his pleasure, he pointed out that he was way, way better than okay. 


"I had no idea," he croaked weakly, a beautific smile plastered on his face, "I had no idea that.making love to 


you would be so..so.." 


"Messy?" Geddy offered, teasingly, looking down on his come-soaked body. But the grin on his face told his 
lover that he'd never felt better in his life. 


Alex laughed, joy-struck by the realization that nothing important in their friendship had been lost by sharing 
their hearts in love and their bodies in lovemaking - and everything had been gained! "What are you talking 
about, Ged? | don't have a drop on me," he kidded, flirtatiously, earning some tickling along his rib cage. 


"Next time I'd prefer it if you came in my mouth," he said breathlessly as he tickled a squirming Lerxst. "But 
only if you want to," he quickly added, making Alex giggle and flush. 


"God, how'd you get to be so sexy, Dirk? And how have | been so blind and so..stupid for so long?" Geddy kissed 
him on the nose and his eyes traveled southward. "You poor soaked thing. | didn't mean to make you.. wanted 


to touch you too." 


"We have..as long as you'll have me..for.however you'll have me. | didn't want this - our first time - to be 


about me at all, but when | felt you coming all over me.. just lost it. Thank you, love." 


"| guess you could use a bath, huh? How about a swim?" 


"Like old times?" 


"No, this time we go skinny-dipping!" Alex's blue eyes sparkled with impishness and the young musicians stood 
and stripped, then raced each other laughing to the quarry pond. 
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They walked hand in hand down the winding trail that meandered through towering evergreens and ancient 
maples and oaks that were languidly shedding their colorful, curling leaves. But as they neared the bottom of 
the mountainside, Geddy sensed that his friend was unsettled and released his hand. "Alex, | promise I'll never 


do anything to make anyone suspect..anything. And if you're not sure about this whole thing, just tell me. No 


more ultimatums. I'll still be your friend for as long as you want me to be - no matter what" 


"lts not that, Ged. It's just.." His precious friend looked frightened again and the singer vowed then and there to 
never push him. If things happened, he'd just let them happen naturally. He couldn't believe that he'd put Alex 
in such an uncomfortable and unfair position and, if he hadn't just had the most beautiful and fulfilling 
experience of his life, he'd take it all back just to get his loved one to quit looking like that. 


Geddy stopped in his tracks and Alex followed suit. "Ali, if what we just shared together is all | ever get, I'm 
okay with that, itll be enough for me. | feel like a bully.worse than a bully. This wasn't your choice. | thought | 
was giving you a choice, | really did, but | had no idea how much you liked just being my friend. It was a 
terrible and unjust thing for me to hold our friendship hostage like that." Alex opened his mouth to speak but 
Geddy held up his hand. "I don't want you to say anything right now. | just want everything to go back to 
normal for us. If you decide you want more than that, all you ever have to do is ask. You call all the shots 


from now on and if you want us To just be friends, that's fine." 


"But.lm in love with you now," Alex said softly and Geddy winced visibly at the word now. "No, Ged. |. think I've 
always been in love with you. You didn’t..you didn't make me do anything. There's no way after..after what we 
did.how you made me feel.. can't go back to just being your friend But | might need some time..to adjust. Let's 
just take things slow, okay? 


"lIl do whatever you say, Alex. I'll give you some time. Just.just call me when.if you.just call me if you want 
to." And with those words, he ran off to his house, trying to outdistance the shame and fear that he felt 
building within him, the stinging regret of what he had done to bring himself what might turn out to be just 


one tiny moment of joy. 
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Alex watched the man he was hopelessly head-over-heels in love with flee the scene, and even though it left 
him feeling like he'd been wrenched from his mother's arms, he couldn't help but smile to see him run so fast 
and so gracefully without any underwear on at all. He'd had to bury his semen-soaked skivvies beneath a bush 
by the quarry pond. He lamented that he'd been so dazed and tongue-tied that he'd given his beloved such a 


mucked-up and wrong-headed impression. A slow smile spread across his face. This could be fun. 


He stopped at the first pay phone he came to and fished in his pocket for a dime. First he called his mother, 
she was probably worried sick about him. When he told her he'd been with Geddy, she didn't even yell at him 
for not calling, she was so happy that the two of them had made up and were friends again. Nothing lke hot 
make-up sex, he thought happily and smiled. The next call he made was to Geddy. 


"Hi, Dirk!" he chirped into the phone and grinned when Geddy stuttered an awkward hello. He sounded out-of- 


breath. He'd probably just arrived home. "Can | come over? | miss you." 


After a brief pause, his friend said, "B.but | just left you." 


| know. What was that all about anyway? | didn't know you were the love ‘em and leave ‘em type. | feel 


so..cheap." 


His heart warmed to hear Geddy laugh at his silliness. "Seriously, Ged. Haven't we been apart enough lately? | 
hate not being with you. And just because | want to take things slow, it doesn't mean | don't want to be taken 
at all." Hearing his new lover gasp and feeling the heat of desire sweep through him like a spark burst into 


flame at the thought of being faken, he quickly added, "I'll be right over" and hung up. 


When Geddy's mother answered the door, her eyes flew open and she drew him into a bear hug. "Aleksander!" 
she cried. "It's so good to see you. Geddy will be so happy you are here." Lowering her voice conspiratorially, 


she continued. "He's missed you. | haven't seen him so depressed since his father passed away." 


Alex swallowed a lump he suddenly felt in his throat. He couldn't stand the thought of having hurt him like 
that. He thought about how Geddy had shown his love for him at the quarry pond that morning, making him 
feel so good without asking for a thing in return, and felt ashamed of himself. How could he have told his 
friend that something that had turned out to be so beautiful and loving was disgusting? “I'm sorry | stayed 
away so long," he told his friend's mother. "It was just a stupid disagreement between us. We've already worked 


it out." 
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Geddy was nervous as hell. He didn't know what to do with himself. Should he sit on the bed? Or would that be 
too forward? He should have at least had the decency to put on a pair of underwear. It was too late now. And 
his dick was as hard as a rock; there was nothing he could do about that. He paced for awhile until he heard 
the doorbell ring, then he sat down on the bed and put a pillow across his lap. 


Alex smiled knowingly to see it there. "Whatcha got under there, Dirk?" he teased, an impish grin lighting up his 
face when Geddy squirmed and colored under his eyes. He knelt on the carpet before him and kissed him, more 
with his tongue than with his lips, until the singer felt himself getting wet. 


When he pulled back, cherub lips ripe and juicy, Geddy stammered breathlessly, "l.l thought you wanted to go 


slow." 


"Slow," Alex repeated, as if in a trance. "Slow and steady." He kissed him again and then glanced down at the 
pillow. "Can | see?" he asked shyly, lifting it at the edges. Geddy could only nod helplessly. Placing the pillow 


aside, Alex gasped. "You're still not wearing any underwear, are you?" 


Geddy still felt torn and guilty. "Are you sure, Alex? Are you sure this is what you want?" 


"You said all | have to do is ask. l'm asking. Now let me get you out of those pants before | make you come in 
them again" He let his fingers dance feather-like over the bulging length sheated only in soft denim and 
moaned. Dipping his head, he followed each touch with his lips, watching Dirk throw his head back in pleasure, 
exposing the alabaster column of his long and graceful neck. He fell to it with a wet and sucking mouth as he 
carefully worked his zipper down. He felt his cock before he saw it; it was slick and pulsing in his hand. But 


when he finally laid eyes on it - up close and in all its fully erect glory - he nearly came in his own pants. 


From the moment Alex first touched him, Geddy gave up the fight. His internal struggle was forgotten and all 
resistance futile. All he could do was moan as his golden-haired lover stroked him nice and slow..slow and 
steady. Azure eyes locked on his even as his tongue came out to lick a wide swath across the purpled head. 
Alex never stopped stroking him while he licked him again and again and rubbed him against his lips, all the 
while leveling him with smoldering looks. Damn, he was so sexy..and so talented with that tongue. But the 
bassist was quickly unraveling and his own mouth watered to taste Alex. He gathered the cotton of the 
guitarists shirt in his hands to pull it over his head and Alex obliged him by pausing his pleasure-giving to 
assist him. Geddy took the opportunity to pull him up and into his arms. 


The feel of all that warm flesh made him swoon. He wanted to ask him to take off his pants too, but then Alex 
kissed him and took them off without even being asked. In addition to being incredibly excited, he was relieved. 
He wanted Alex to take the lead. He'd gladly give him anything he wanted, but he didn't want any of it to feel 
like coercement on his part. When Alex kneeled next to him on the bed, naked and looking like a Greek god, he 
couldn't help but lick his lips at the sight of his thick need jutting out stiffly between his legs. His partner, 
aroused by the want he saw flashing in those raindrop eyes, gripped himself with one hand and leaned forward, 
bracing himself against the headboard, and rubbed himself against Geddy's lips. The bassist whimpered with 


pleasure to taste him and opened his lips hoping Alex would thrust himself between them. When he did, he 
turned his head to take him deeper and grabbed his hip, making his lover cry out. Granted full permission, the 
singer worked him over with an eager mouth and tongue, listening to his moans and savoring the salty-sweet 


taste of him. 
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When Alex's legs got too shaky and his knuckes too white from gripping the headboard, he swiveled his body 
and swung one knee over Geddy's head, straddling his mouth and slipping deeper inside his throat. His head was 
pointed south now and one look at his lover's straining need drew his attentions there and he took it down 
whole - well as much of it as he could fit into his mouth - making his partner moan all around his own cock, 
driving him absolutely wild. He quickened his ministrations on Dirk, bobbing his head up and down on the shaft, 
sucking him hard and taking him deep. When Geddy started coming in his mouth, he found himself falling over 
the edge and filling his best friend's beautiful mouth as he was rocked by the most amazing orgasm of his life. 


Afterward they crawled under the covers and snuggled. "I love you so much, Dirk. That was so.so..” 


'It was a lot less messy this time," Geddy offered, giggling softly beside him. "It was wonderful. You are 


wonderful. Thank you for giving me..us..a chance." 


"Well..you kind of bullied me into it," he teased, his eyes glistening with joy. He kissed him on the nose. "You big 
bully." 


Geddy still looked a little penitent, Alex thought. "I'm kidding, silly. And for the record, | changed my mind about 
taking it slow. | want to make love with you every which way we can dream up. We're both pretty creative 
after all. I'll have to tell you about this hot dream | had about us. You actually were kind of a bully in it, but | 
think | liked it" 


Suddenly the phone rang next to Geddy's bed. "I'll let my mom answer it. Now tell me about that dream." He 
nestled in Alex's neck and kissed behind his ear. 


"Geddy!" his mom called from down the hall. "It's for you.Judd somebody. 


"Oh crap, l'm supposed to be at practice," he told Alex. Then louder he called out, "I've got it, Mom," and picked 


up the phone. Alex started to worry. Surely Geddy would rejoin Hadrian now, wouldn't he? What could he 
possibly see in such a jerk as this Ogilvie guy? But he needn't have worried As soon as Geddy put the phone 
to his head he said, "I quit the stupid fucking band," and slammed it back down. Climbing on top of him and 


pressing an already hard again cock against his hip, he whispered sexily in his ear. "Now, where were we?" 


